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Chats With the Editor 


Fascinating Animals 


“Watch!” the man told the crowd. 
“A porpoise will leap from the water when 
he sees my signal.” 

And it was exactly as he said. He sig- 
naled, and from the depths came a beautiful 
porpoise leaping into the air. 

I was visiting Marineland of the Pacific, 
near Los Angeles, and was fascinated by the 
animals I saw there. 

Soon the man said he would call for Bub- 
bles, the famous whale. Sure enough, when 
he called, Bubbles came, and you can see 
him beneath my signature. 

The trainer held out a loop, and a large 
porpoise obediently sailed through it. 

What obedient creatures, I thought. If 
only some juniors and teen-agers I know 
could be like them! 

Then I noticed something. Can you see it 
in the hand above the whale? Those ani- 
mals always had to be rewarded for every 
little thing they did. 

Suddenly I was proud of the juniors I 
know—they don’t demand rewards. 


Your friend, 


ee Ulwsntl 


PHOTOS BY LAWRENCE MAXWELL 









































The Tramp Who Came for Christmas 


By GARNET MANRING 











JEANIE MCCOY 


Garnie opened the front door and saw standing there 
the tallest man she had ever seen. What did he want? 


ARNIE,” said mother, “will you get the 
cream-and-sugar set from the top shelf 
of the dish cupboard, and fill them for me?” 
It was not often that Garnie was asked to 
get anything from the dish cupboard, for it 
held all her mother’s most treasured dishes. 
So now she set a chair in front of the cup- 
board, opened the doors of the top section, 
and carefully lifted the set down to the 
table. 

“Who bought this set for you, Mommy?” 
she asked, for a question often brought a 
story from her mother. But mother was too 
busy at the stove to tell a story this time, 
and Garnie went on with her job of filling 
the pitcher with thick yellow cream from 
the cream jug, and the sugar dish with sugar 
from the sack in the pantry. 

It was Christmas, and the big family were 
all to be home for the holidays; so mother 
was preparing a delicious dinner for them. 
Father had put the extra leaves in the long 
dining room table, and mommy had put two 
of her tablecloths on it, for one alone 
would not reach. 

Garnie put the plates all around, then the 
silverware. Mommy had arranged a big flat 
basket of fruit for the center, with some 
nuts to fill in between them. The oranges 
and bananas looked so good along with the 
apples and pears! Yes, the table looked very 
pretty, Garnie decided. 

Just then the door opened, letting the 
cold air in, and with it came the families of 
Garnie’s brother and sister, and some others 
of the family, too, who had gone to help 
carry the food the wives had prepared, for 
they each brought their share of the food 
to feed the large group. 

Garnie’s mouth watered as she looked at 
the laden table. She helped the other chil- 
dren place the chairs around; then she set 

To page 17 
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Chapter 10: Too Many Guests 





If you missed the last chapter: . 

A party of Separatists who were exploring the 
woods were surprised by an attack by Indians, and 
Peter Cook was fastened to a tree with an arrow 
through his coat. Unable to get away, he watched an 


Indian prepare to shoot him in the heart. But just at 
that moment he heard Captain Standish order, “Fire!” 
and the Separatists began shooting. The Indians were 
driven away and Peter was saved. In the weeks that 
followed, the Separatists worked as rapidly as they 
could building houses to live in. But the weather was 
cold and many of them were sick, They still looked on 
the Mayflower as the headquarters for their activities. 
After much labor they completed the Common House, 
which would serve as headquarters when they were 
fully organized and settled in their new homes. But 
now, to add to their troubles, the Separatists on the 
Mayflower looked across the water and saw flames 
gaping skyward, The Common House was on fire! 
ead on. 


HRISTOPHER MARTIN joined the 
lookout on the forecastle. He paced back 
and forth, complaining at every step. 

“How am I ever going to straighten out 
my accounts, with everything destroyed by 
fire?” He appeared to be talking to himself. 

“But look!” Peter shouted. “The blaze is 
dying out.” 

Christopher Martin shook his head. “I 
don’t think so. It has only dropped inside.” 

When the folks on the land started back 
to the ship, Christopher Martin complained 
again. “Are they going to leave everything 
to the fire?” 

The men in the boats waved cheerfully as 
they approached the Mayflower. 

“God granted us a miracle,” they said in 
describing the blaze. “Only the thatch 
burned.” 

The morning service included special 
thanksgiving for the act of Providence that 
had spared the Common House. 


By LOUISE A. VERNON 


Peter helped Elbert to the deck after- 
ward. The lookout stopped them. 

“Tell me something.” He looked around 
to see if anyone could overhear. “The thatch 
roof burned, didn’t it?” 

“Yes, sir, it did.” 

“It needs fixing, doesn’t it?” 

“Oh, yes. It will have to be renewed en- 
tirely.” 

“Then why are all the men here on 
board?” 

“It’s the Sabbath.” 

“What difference does that make? Why 
aren’t they on shore fixing that roof?” 

“Well ” Peter could not think of an 
answer. Elbert straightened his thin shoulders 
and spoke with heat. “We don’t work on the 
Sabbath. That’s the day we give to God.” 

The lookout stared, then went on his 
way, shaking his head. 

In the next few weeks building was often 
interrupted by a sad task—the digging of 
graves. One was for Christopher Martin, who 
fretted to the last about his accounts. Priscilla 
Mullins’ parents died, and she came to live 
with the Brewsters. There was a grave, too, 
for Elbert Farham, who slipped away with a 
smile for Peter. “I’m tired, very tired, Peter,” 
he said as he died. 

In his first grief over the loss of his friend, 
Peter let the tears flow, but he knew that 
weeping would not help with the many dif- 
ficulties that faced the settlers, so he dried 
his eyes and went to do his share with the 
others. 
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One of his jobs was to help the men strip 
branches from the trees they had cut. One 
morning he found a branch hard to manage. 
He flung it aside, but it bounced back. Ir- 
ritated, Peter took it in both arms to the 
edge of the trail and kicked it. But he 
caught his toe in it and fell backward 
against someone standing behind him. 

“Excuse me,” he began, turning to apolo- 

ize. The words died on his lips. An Indian, 
@ =: naked except for a leather girdle, 

stood holding a bow. Streaks of black and 
red paint covered his cheeks and forehead. 
Two feathers stuck out of his black hair. He 
stared over Peter's head as if Peter weren’t 
there. 

“Elder Brewster!” Peter’s half-strangled 
gasp jerked the men to attention. They 
stopped in the act of chopping down trees. 
Others let the logs they were dragging slip 
to the ground. 

The muskets lay out of reach. 

The Indian stepped forward. “Wel-come, 
Englishmen. Wel-come, Englishmen!” 

With a sigh of relief Elder Brewster 
stepped forward, his hand outstretched. The 
Indian bowed his head in acknowledg- 
ment. 

“You live in Pawtuxet?” 
pointed. 

“Yes. Did you use to live here? We owe 
you for some corn we took, and... .” 


The Indian 


The men turned to look when Peter screamed. He had fallen against an Indian! 





“Yes, I was born in Pawtuxet. Now I am 
almost the only one left. Four years ago the 
Great Spirit sent a plague that wiped out al- 
most the whole tribe. No one will come 
back. You can live here if you wish.” 

“Come and see it.” Elder Brewster beck- 
oned the Indian to the trail. Peter followed 
close enough to hear. 

Elder Brewster stopped as if he had sud- 
denly thought of something. “But where did 
you learn to speak English? And what is 
your name?” 

“My name is Samoset. I am chief of the 
Pemaquid tribe. I learned English from the 
fishermen.” 

“Are any of your people with you?” 

Samoset shook his head. “I am alone. But 
I'll bring some of my people. One of them 
has been to England.” 

Five days later Samoset returned with 
several Indians, all wearing deerskin capes, 
except for one who wore wildcat skin. The 
Indians showed curiosity in everything the 
settlers were doing. They fingered their 
clothes, rubbed their fingers over the oiled- 
linen windowpanes, and ran their hands 
over the logs. They ate biscuits, butter, 
cheese, pudding. When Governor Carver 
gave them gifts of knives, bracelets, and 
rings their impassive faces broke into de- 
lighted smiles. They nodded and bowed as 
they made their way into the forest. 


THOMAS DTINRPRIN, ARTIST 


The next day Samoset reappeared with 
another Indian. Peter knew at once that this 
man was different. 

“This is Squanto,” Samoset said. 

Squanto was tall and dark-eyed like Sam- 
oset. But where Samoset was almost dish- 
faced, Squanto had high cheek bones, broad 
brow, and a wide mouth. Peter liked him. 

Squanto adopted the settlers at once. Ev- 
ery day he emerged from the woods and 
helped the men at whatever task they were 
working on. Peter was at his heels all day. 

In the next few weeks Squanto showed 
how to tap maple trees, how to make fish- 
hooks of bone, how to squeeze the eels from 
their mud burrows with his feet, how to fell 
trees by plastering damp clay above and be- 
low a strip and then burning through the 
strip. When it was time to plant corn, 
Squanto grub-hoed with everyone else. 

After many days of back-breaking work, 
Peter straightened up and surveyed the 
field. “We must have dug a hundred thou- 
sand holes. Isn’t it time to put the grain in, 
Squanto?” 

Squanto shook his head. “Not until the 
oak leaves are as big as a mouse’s ear. Be- 
sides, there is no food for the corn to eat.” 

“But, Squanto, corn doesn’t eat.” 

“Corn eats fish.” Squanto taught the men 
to put three small fish crisscross at the bot- 
tom of each hole. He showed the women 
how to weave willow baskets for carrying 
the fish. 

“Now the corn can eat,” he said. 

At night around the hearth fire Squanto 
told how white men had captured him and 
his companions and taken them to England. 
Every time he used the words “white man,” 
Squanto drew his finger across his forehead. 

Peter imitated. “Why does that mean 
‘white man’?” 

“It stands for their broad-brimmed hats.” 

This was the first of a number of mean- 
ings in sign language that Peter learned 
from Squanto. 

“How did you get back here, Squanto?” 

“The white men needed a guide when 
they came back to trade. I am Chief Mas- 
sasoit’s interpreter.” 

“Who is Chief Massasoit?” 

“He is chief over seven tribes.” Squanto 
waved his hand to include the whole ter- 
ritory. “Massasoit is a big, big man.” 

Squanto was a tall man himself, and Peter 
expected to see a giant when Chief Mas- 
sasoit came to visit later. 
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He was tall, but no taller than his men. 
Chief Massasoit wore a deerskin over one 
shoulder, a chain of white bone beads, and a 
leather tobacco pouch. A long knife swung 
by a cord around his neck. 

Sixty Indians clustered behind him. Some 
had black streaks painted on their faces; 
others had red, yellow, or white. Many had 
furs. All were well built. 

Squanto acted as interpreter. 


“This is Chief Massasoit.” 2 
i 


Governor Carver and Chief Massaso 
kissed each other’s hands. 

“Chief Massasoit has come in peace.” 

After a few words of greeting, Chief Mas- 
sasoit withdrew with great dignity. When 
he came the next time he stood on a neigh- 
boring hill with four of his men. They came 
no closer. 

Governor Carver called for Squanto. 
“What does he want?” 

Squanto sped back with the message. 
“Chief Massasoit has come to parley.” 

Governor Carver spoke to Edward Wins- 
low. “Go greet him.” 

In a few minutes Winslow returned. “He 
wants to buy my sword and armor, for one 
thing.” 

“We can’t sell those.” 

The next visit Chief Massasoit crossed 
the brook, followed by twenty of his Wam- 
panoag followers. They left their bows and 
arrows behind them. Miles Standish with 
six armed men went to meet them, and laid 
down their armor and muskets. Captain 
Standish then ushered Chief Massasoit to 
Elder Brewster's house. A green rug was 
spread on the floor and several cushions put 
down. As Chief Massasoit entered, there 
was a sound of trumpet and drum. The 
Indian guests appeared impressed. 

Through Squanto, Chief Massasoit made 
the purpose of his visit known. 

“Neither I, Chief Massasoit, nor my peo- 
ple will hurt any of the colonists.” 

Governor Carver nodded. 

“If any of my people do, they will be 


sent to Pawtuxet for punishment by @ 


Englishmen.” 

Again Governor Carver nodded. 

“If an Englishman offends Chief Mas- 
sasoit or his people, he shall be sent to me 
for punishment. That is just, is it not, Gov- 
ernor Carver?” 

“Yes.” 

“And if anything is stolen, it will be re- 
stored, on either side.” To page 19 
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Introducing the MV Pathfinder Field Guide 


A Dream Fulfilled 


It’s been dreamed about and talked about 
and fussed about .. . 

It’s been prayed about and _ struggled 
about and nearly given up in despair .. . 

But now, at last, it’s almost here! 

And teen-agers and juniors and those 
who wish they were... 

And teachers and counselors and Path- 
finder directors and all their friends and rel- 
atives who've heard about it are singing its 
praises to the skies. 

It’s something each of you will want to 
Own as soon as you can get one. 

It's the MV PATHFINDER FIELD 
GUIDE! 

What a book it is! 

It was dreamed of years and years ago by 
T. E. Lucas and L. A. Skinner, world leaders 
of the Missionary Volunteer Society and the 
MV Pathfinder clubs. 

It was written by Lawrence Maxwell, the 
editor of you know what, with the assistance 
of more than twenty youth leaders and na- 
ture experts. 

It has 352 pages jam-packed with pic- 


tures and stories and articles about camping ap 


and swimming and boating, and signaling 
and hiking and cooking outdoors. And 
about trees and flowers and wild animals, 
and how to predict the weather. 

And that only begins the list! 

But wait till you see the pictures—nearly 
six hundred of them! This is the most pro- 
fusely illustrated book ever produced by 
Seventh-day Adventists. The pictures here 
are only samples. We haven't begun to 
show them all. There are twenty pictures in 
the book for every ome printed here! If we 
showed you this many every week, it would 
take till school lets out next summer to show 
them all! 

But when you've read all the chapters 
you'll say they are even better than the pic- 
tures. That’s the kind of book it is. 

Oh, WHAT a book is this! 

A dream fulfilled! 

Would you like a copy? Sure, you would. 

Know how to get one? 

It’s nearly Christmas, isn’t it? 

Time to begin your dreaming. 


Every fellow or girl would like to make a collection of leaf prints. 
MAKING A LEAF PRINT Now, no one has to tell you how. You can SEE how in the Field 


LAWRENCE MAXWELL 


uide! 


Cc 





HOW TO 
ROW A BOAT 


Handle a rowboat the 
way all of the profes- 
sionals do! SEE how to 
make the four strokes. 














Feather 








Recovery 


LAWRENCE MAXWELL 


More news about this wonderful book on the next page. 


DECEMBER 13, 1961 / 9 





WHAT 
TO TAKE 
TO CAMP 


Never again will you ew & 


at home things you badly 
need—or load yourself 
down with stuff you never 
use. Everything to take is 
shown in pictures, with a 
list to check as you pack! 

















ARTIFICIAL 
RESPIRATION 


Ever wondered what to 
do if your best pal 
drowned? The “Field 
Guide” shows you— 
and it’s oh so clear! 
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BAKING BEAN-HOLE BEANS 


“Field Guide” shows you everything you need to know. All that’s left out is the delicious flavor! 





HOW 
CONTOUR 
LINES WORK 


Have you looked at 
a map sometime and 
wondered what all 
those contour lines 
mean? “MV  Path- 
finder Field Guide” 
will clear up this 
mystery for you, and 
many others, besides! 


As we said, this is only the beginning of animal in your home, how to paddle a canoe, 
what you'll find in the MV Pathfinder Field how to organize an overnight camping trip, 
Guide. There is so much more—how to how to survive in the wilderness, how to esti- 
light a fire by friction, how to keep a wild mate distances, and much, much more. 








Start saving your money now for your 


Copies go on sale in just a few weeks! 





MV PATHFINDER FIELD GUIDE 
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The Roller Skate 


By KAY HEISTAND 


LL Alma could think about, dream about, 
or talk about that fall was roller skates 
with roller-bearing wheels. All the other 
children had them and went skimming 
down the sidewalks on them. There was a 
cheaper kind, but Alma had her heart set on 
the best. 

She had learned to skate on borrowed 
wheels. She planned on saving her allowance 
to buy a pair herself. That wasn’t an easy 
thing to do, for this was in the 1930's, the 
years of the great depression. Many times 
Alma’s father didn’t have any work at all, 
and she didn’t even get her quarter-a-week 
allowance. 

For that twenty-five cents every week 
Alma was expected to make her bed, help 
her mother with the housework, and wash 
the dishes every day. 

Her father had been out of work for 
months, so her parents had to “owe” Alma 
her allowance. When the amount due her 
reached $1.25 she planned on buying her 
skates as soon as dad could pay her the 
money. She could almost see her skates now, 
she dreamed of them so much! 

Then father got a job, and his first payday 
fell on a Thursday. Alma had been prom- 
ised her entire back allowance. She dashed 
home from school that day, hardly able to 
wait to go to the hardware store to buy the 
skates. 

When she reached home her parents 
weren't there. But that was to be expected, 
since mother was going to meet father at 
work and they were going to stock up on 
some much-needed groceries. 

Alma was at the door to meet her parents 
when they drove in the driveway in the 
old car. As she helped carry in the groceries 
she eyed a couple of unusual looking pack- 
ages. 

Poking one bundle suspiciously, she 
looked at her mother, her dark eyes twin- 
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kling. “Mother, you got some things besides 
groceries,” she said. She was sure they had 
bought her the skates. 

Father pulled Alma’s brown locks play- 
fully. “Kitten, we got something for you.” 

“Oh, Daddy,” mother said reproachfully. 
“Alma, dear, don’t get your hopes up. We 
had to use your allowance money for some- 
thing you needed.” 

Alma caught her breath sharply and eyed 
the bundle. It wasn’t the right shape for 
skates! 

“You had to have a warm sweater and 
shoes ” Mother opened the package and 
pulled out a red sweater. Alma hated it im- 
mediately. She bit her lips hard and felt 
tears surging behind her eyes. 

Her nose began to burn as it always did 
when she cried, so in order to keep from 
crying, she shouted, “I'll never wear it! 
Never, never! I hate red anyway!” (She 





Alma looked eagerly for a package 
that might have roller skates in it. 


$. E. BOHLMANN, ARTIST 
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really didn’t.) “You had no right to spend 
my money! It was mine. I worked for it!” 

Father sank into a chair, his face gray 
with hurt and shame. “I’m sorry, honey. We 
tried to do what was best for you. There 
really wasn’t very much money—not 
enough to go around.” He spoke in a low 
voice. : 

“Go to your room, Alma,” mother said 
sternly. “Being disappointed is no excuse 
for losing your temper.” 

As Alma turned to leave the room the 
tears finally fell. And with the release of her 
tears, the tightness and bitterness in her 
heart relaxed and she began to feel ashamed 
of her outburst. She was still angry though, 
for she sincerely felt that her parents had no 
right to use her money. 

Throwing herself on her bed, she cried 
herself to sleep. She was awakened by a gen- 
tle touch on her shoulder. In the dusk she 
saw her mother’s tired, worn face, but moth- 
er’s smile was sweet and loving as she bent 
over and kissed her cheek. 

“Honey, I’m sorry about all this. Can’t we 
talk it out and make it right? Your daddy 
feels bad because he can’t give you every- 
thing you want, and so do I.” She brushed 
Alma’s hair back from her forehead. 

Mother’s hand was cool and comforting. 
Alma’s anger had fled, and although she was 
still disappointed, she was ashamed of her 
bad temper. 

“I'm sorry, Mother. I truly am, but I 
wanted skates so much.” She hugged her 
mother. 

“I know, dear, but if you don’t control 
your hot temper, someday you may lash out 
at someone and do harm that can never be 
repaired or forgiven. We love you dearly, 
Alma, so we can forgive, but it won't al- 
ways be that way with other people.” 

Alma pulled away from her mother im- 
patiently. Preaching again, she thought, and 
her lips settled in a surly pout. 

Mother looked at her with sadness, and 
sighed. “Come and eat some supper, dear. 
We won't talk about it now.” 

Alma felt even more ashamed of herself 
when she saw the delicious meal her mother 
had prepared. She tried to eat, but couldn't. 
She never had an appetite after she lost 
her temper. Sometimes when she threw a 
temper tantrum she even became sick at her 
stomach. 

Of course, Alma wore the red sweater. 
And she wore the practical brown shoes; 
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but she disliked them and the sweater in- 
tensely. 

However, as Christmas neared, Alma’s 
hopes began to rise again. She apologized 
to her parents, and they forgave her as they 
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IF | HAD BEEN THERE 
By RUTH WILSON KELSEY 


When Jesus was a little babe 
If | could have been there, 

I might have held Him in my arms 
And brushed His silky hair. 


1 would have bought a bed for Him, 
The best one in the town, 

And rocked Him fill He fell asleep; 
Then gently laid Him down. 


And Mary might have let me stay 
And help Him learn to walk; 

It must have been a joy to her 
When He began to talk. 


No baby could have been so sweet 
As Jesus when He smiled. 

But His first bed was made of hay; 
Poor little Holy Child. 


Ne we wed we ee eed wad wah wa aed aaa waved wa, 
DYDD LU YYW Yio Yas Tus asy aa) a 


always did. After Alma’s ill temper would 
subside she always felt ashamed of herself. 
She would pray for self-control, but she 
didn’t really try very hard to help God help 
her. Bad temper was, indeed, her besetting 
sin. 

Even though her father now had a job, it 
wasn't a steady one. There were sO many 
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bills to pay that Alma knew it would be a 
slim Christmas. She told her folks that all 
she wanted was roller skates, and she hoped 
with all her heart to get them! 

She spent her small allowance very care- 
fully in order to buy gifts for her family and 
friends. Somehow she stretched it to cover 
everybody, which was a real accomplishment 
even though things were much cheaper 
then. Many people had little or no money 
to buy anything. Some even had to go on 
relief. Alma’s parents were proud, and they 
tried in every way to be economical so they 
wouldn't have to get help from the city wel- 
fare or the church. By eating lots of pan- 
cakes and beans and potatoes they managed 
to get by. 

Christmas morning was clear and cold. 
Alma wakened early. She dressed hastily, then 
ran into her parents’ bedroom and wakened 
her mother and father with a “Merry Christ- 
mas!” This was the day! 

The Christmas tree in the parlor wasn’t 
very large nor elaborately trimmed, but in 
Alma’s eyes it was beautiful. 

“Oh, Mother, Daddy, it’s wonderful,” she 
sighed, eagerly eyeing the gaily wrapped 
packages for a rectangular one that might— 
that just had to—hold skates! 

But she couldn’t spot one. 

“What a pretty robe, Mother,” she said, 
casually glancing at a pink flannel robe she 
knew her mother must have made for her. 
But she didn’t pick it up and admire it. She 
opened a package her father handed her. It 
contained a beautiful book she had long 
desired. 

Mother handed her a small flat package. 
With a sinking heart and a feeling of dread, 
she opened it. There weren't any other 
packages with her name on them. 

Inside were four beautiful, hand-crochet- 
trimmed handkerchiefs—just about the last 
gift a girl who expected roller skates would 
want. All Alma’s resentment and a sudden 
terrible anger born of keen disappointment 
flared up instantly. 

Without thinking, almost without realiz- 
ing what she was doing, she threw the box 
from her, scattering the dainty handker- 
chiefs in all directions. 

“All I asked for was skates—all I wanted 
was skates—I deserved skates!” she 
screamed. 

The ugly words, her disappointment and 
her anger, destroyed the Christmas morn- 

To page 18 
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ANDY listened as Bill and Mike made 
plans. He looked down the street and 

thought how much fun it would be at the 
creek. In imagination he could already see 
the water gurgling and swirling in bubbling 
little eddies while he and the other boys 
turned over the rocks looking for crayfish 
and salamanders. 

Bill and Mike did not notice that Sandy 
took no part in their conversation. The 
reason he kept quiet was that this was Fri- 
day afternoon, and Friday afternoons were 
busy times at his house, with no time for 
pleasure—unless you get pleasure from hard 
work, he grumbled to himself. 

Remembering that his friends might get 
the wrong impression, he said nothing. He 
wanted to speak carefully so Bill and Mike 
would not think he was complaining about 
the restrictions his religion imposed. Sooner 
or later he was sure they would join him at 
Sabbath school. But right now he must 
hurry home. 

Yards had to be cleaned, shoes had to be 
polished, and mother always had extra jobs 
for him to do. But he did so want to go to 
the creek. 

“We could take along some wieners to 
roast,” Bill was saying. “And some apples, 
too. We wouldn’t have to come home for 
—— We could sit around a campfire and 
talk.” 

“And I could have mother fill a thermos 
of tea,” Mike added hopefully. 

The two boys waited expectantly for 


WHEN 
SANDY 
PLAYED on 
FRIDAY 
AFTERNOON 


By BERTHA CROW 


Sandy to say what he would bring, but 
Sandy said nothing. He couldn’t even look 
at Mike and Bill. He hated to seem un- 
sociable, but he couldn’t go. He couldn’t eat 
the wieners or drink the tea either! 

“I’m sorry, fellows,’ he said at last. “I 
don’t think I'll be going with you.” 

“Why not?” Bill demanded while Mike 
stared, unwilling to believe his ears. “Don’t 
you want to go?” 

“It isn’t that I don’t want to go,” Sandy 
explained slowly. “It’s just that—well—to- 
morrow is the Sabbath, and I have to pre- 
pare for it.” 

“Nonsense!” Bill exclaimed. “Why do 
you always have to be so particular? You 
won't do this and you won't do that! You 
won't eat this and you won't drink that! 
Honestly, can’t you forget about your Sab- 
bath and your work and your religion for 
once in your life?” 

Sandy turned white around the mouth. 
It was a great struggle before he got control 
of himself, but he finally managed to speak 
calmly. “No, Bill, I cannot forget. And it 
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isn’t nonsense, really. It’s one of the most 
sensible things there is.” 

“Ha! How do you figure that?” Bill asked 
belligerently. 

“The Bible says, ‘Remember the Sabbath 
day to keep it holy,” Sandy explained, try- 
ing to ignore the smirk on Bill’s face. 

“What's that got to do with today?” Mike 
asked, really wanting to know. 

“If I don’t prepare for the Sabbath today, 
I can’t keep it holy tomorrow.” 

“But why is that so important?” Mike 
asked, for this was the first time he had 
heard about Sabbathkeeping, and he wanted 
to find out more. 

“Because it is one of God’s command- 
ments,” Sandy answered. “God finished His 
work in six days and rested on the seventh. 
If He kept the Sabbath, don’t you think we 
need to keep it too?” 

Mike's attention wavered. He dropped his 
eyes and shrugged his shoulders. “Oh, well, 
the Bible was written years and years ago,” 
he said. 

“Yeah,” Bill taunted, “a long, long time 
ago.” 


ntngnttngantenettegnttegnttngnttingantngentegettegnttegnttngnttngettenette, 


HELPING IS FUN 


By KAY CAMMER 


The work | like to do the best 
Is helping with the dishes. 
I do them all exactly right 
According to mom's wishes. 


It's fun to fill the sink up high 
With soapy suds; and then | dry. 


The gleaming plates and silverware 
Make dad exclaim, “Well! | declare, 

No one would guess we'd had our supper; 
My girl's a dandy washer-upper!" 


IDI Ded eee ed ee wed wad aaa aaa aad, 
aaa aarp DDD Dror 


“Yes,” said Sandy quietly. “The Bible was 
written many years ago. But it is still God’s 
word, and will never change. God never 
goes back on His word.” 

Sandy stopped short, surprised that he had 
spoken so plainly. Would the boys ridicule 
him again? He held his breath. Sometimes it 
seemed almost impossible to do right when 
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all the other boys did just as they pleased. 

“Well, come along,” Bill finally said. 
“We'll stay only a couple of hours. A hike is 
no fun without you, Sandy.” 

Sandy was tempted. How could he turn 
his back on a little harmless pleasure? What 
possible harm can there be in a hike to the 
creek? he thought rebelliously. He could 
enjoy himself an hour or two and still have 
time to get his work done. But somewhere 
in the back of his mind an uncertainty per- 
sisted. What if he didn’t get through in 
time? He could picture his mother’s sad ex- 
pression. He could already hear his father’s 
stern reproof. He could hear little Randy 
complaining, “Sandy doesn’t have to be here 
for worship; why do I?” 

He opened his mouth. He meant to say, 
“No. You'd better go along without me 
this time.” But that’s not what came out at 
all. In fact, he never was really quite sure 
what he did say, but he must have con- 
sented, for in a moment he found him- 
self being propelled, amid the happy 
whoops of his friends, in the general direc- 
tion of the creek. He had let the seeds of re- 
bellion grow in his heart until he was pow- 
erless to resist the tempter. 

Of course, the boys had a good time, as 
Sandy had expected. They followed the 
creek a ways, surprising the tadpoles and 
frogs from their hiding places. They rested 
on the rocks and built a fire. They listened 
to a squirrel’s rusty bark and admired some 
late-blooming flowers on the bank. 

Sandy cast an experienced eye toward the 
sun. “I’ve got to go, boys,” he said. “I’ve 
stayed too long already.” 

He started off reluctantly, but Bill and 
Mike, being in no hurry, lingered behind. 
At a sudden splashing and milling about, 
Sandy turned. Both boys were in the creek 
again. 

“Sandy! Sandy! Come look at it! We 
found it in the mud.” There was such ur- 
gency in Mike’s voice that Sandy raced back 
to see. 

There in the palm of Mike’s hand lay a 
lizardlike, reddish creature, cautiously mov- 
ing its snakelike head, making no resistance 
at all. 

“Look at him go,” Bill cried as Mike 
turned him loose and the current carried 
him swiftly out of sight under the moss. 

Suddenly Sandy gasped. The sun was 
thirty minutes lower than it was the last 
time he looked. He left the creek at a trot, 
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leaving Bill and Mike to look for salaman- 
ders if they wanted to. 

With an uneasy eye on that sun, Sandy 
went to work. Never had the yard been 
cleaned so quickly, nor polish slapped on 
shoes with less complaining. Yet there were 
still more chores to do. Could he get 
through before sundown? Would some of 
the work have to be left unfinished? He 
didn’t want a guilty conscience to pray about 
tonight. 

The golden glow of the sun was changing 
to rose when Sandy eased into his chair at 
sunset worship. Father looked at him as he 
reached for the Bible, but Sandy had that 
just-scrubbed look. His clothes were fresh 
and clean, and even that last lock of unruly 
hair lay plastered down in place. He was 
ready, just in time. 

Sabbath morning Sandy walked up the 
steps at church and a familiar voice hailed 
him as two figures rounded the corner. 
“Wait for us!” Mike called. 

Sandy could scarcely conceal his surprise, 
much less his delight. He hadn’t expected 
his friends to come so soon. 

“You know, Sandy, I never wanted to come 
to church before,” Bill said. “But I do now.” 

“Me too,” Mike said. “Ever since you 
made such a to-do about getting your work 
done on time, I’ve thought, He’s different. I 
don’t know anyone else who'd rather work 
than play in the creek. You must have 
something that we haven't got. And I want 
to know what it is.” 

Sandy could have said it was love for the 
Master. But he didn’t. He knew his friends 
would learn it this morning at Sabbath 
school. He knew they would be told in 
words far better than he could say. But he 
was glad for one thing. His mother need 
never know how rebellious he had been. 
He had tried to set a good example, and he 
knew Jesus had helped him even though he 
had wavered. He knew Someone greater than 
he had kept the work going smoothly at 
home or he would never have finished in 
time. He had learned, too, how important 
it is to remain true in the face of opposition. 


Question: Should Sandy have gone to the 
creek at all? Would it have been better if he 
had gone straight home after school? Did 
he set a good example for us to follow? 
What do you think? What would you have 
done? 


PEN PALS 


Janine Rosenquist, age 11. 1120 Cedar Avenue, 
Redlands, California, U.S.A. Swimming, riding horses. 

Ansley Mackay, (girl) age 11. 9 Cleland Street, 
Palmerston North, North Island, New Zealand. 
Stamps, swimming. 

Wassillie B. Yako, Aleknagik, Alaska, U.S.A. Skat- 
ing, hunting, swimming, hiking, drawing, carving. 

David R. Yako, Aleknagik, Alaska, U.S.A. Swim- 
ming, hiking, skating, fishing, baking, biking, baby- 
sitting. 

Adeline E. Adante, age 13. Philippine Publishing 
House, P.O. Box 813, Manila, Philippines. Reading, 
biking, skating, stamps, piano, coins, post cards, 
dolls, music, birds, poems. 








The Tramp That Came for 
Christmas 


From page 3 


the table in the kitchen so they all could 
eat at the same time. No one was going to 
wait for a second table this day. 

They were all settled in their places 
when there came a knock at the front door. 
Garnie went to see who was there. 

When she opened the door she saw a 
huge man, the tallest she had ever seen, with 
broad shoulders. And as he took off his hat 
she saw that his hair was snowy white. 

“Tell him to come in,” mother called. 
“Don’t keep the door open so long.” 

“I wonder if you have something I could 
eat, a few scraps or something,” the man 
said to mother. “I am so very hungry.” 
Garnie was staring at him speechless. 

“Of course I have,” said mother. “Come 
on in and lay off your things and wash up. 
We are just ready to eat.” 

All the family waited and watched as 
mother helped him get the hot water and 
the wash basin. 

“You may sit in my place, and I will eat 
in the kitchen with the children,” she said 
after the man had washed. But although 
father was not happy at mother’s giving up 
her place at the table, he did not say a 
word. 

When the man sat down he waited to see 
what the family would do. Grace had not 
been said yet, so father bowed his head to 
thank God for the food, and he asked a 
blessing on all who were to eat it. Then the 
food was passed around, the guest being 
served first of all. 

The children in the kitchen kept slipping 
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from their seats to peak around the door at 
the tall figure who towered over everyone 
else at the table, and to hear what he was 
saying. He had no home, he said, but was 
going to visit his children in another city. 
He had no money, so he had to walk, or 
hitchhike in any way he could to get there. 
As he talked Garnie thought she had never 
before seen such a kind face. 

The meal over, the man started to put on 
his coat and hat to leave, but father asked 
him to sit a little while to rest and visit. But 
he thought he had better get started or night 
would overtake him on the road. Then fa- 
ther went into the other room to talk with 
mother and the boys, and they came back 
and told the man that he might spend the 
night there. They made up enough money 
between them to buy a ticket to the city he 
was heading for. They spent a pleasant eve- 
ning listening to tales the old man told, and 
then mommy made up the couch for him. 
Then they prayed together and went to bed. 
The next morning when the children awoke 
he was gone. 

“What was the man’s name?” 
asked her mother. 

“Why, dear me!” said mother. “I didn’t 
think to ask him. Did you, Dave?” she asked 
father. 

“No,” he answered. “I never thought of it 
either. I wonder who he was, and if we will 
ever hear of him again. 

“Do you think it was wise for us to take 
in a stranger as we did?” father went on 
anxiously. “We might all have been mur- 
dered in our beds.” 

“The Bible tells us to take in strangers, 
and that they might be angels,” answered 
mommy. 

“Will you read that to me?” asked Garnie. 
So mother went into the bedroom and 
brought out the big Bible. She turned to 
Hebrews 13:2 and read, “Be not forgetful to 
entertain strangers: for thereby some have 
entertained angels unawares.” 

“Oh, Mommy,” said Garnie, “was the man 
an angel?” 

“I don’t think so,” answered mommy. 
“But we were doing something much 
greater than entertaining an angel as we fed 
the stranger, and I will read that to you too.” 
She turned to Matthew 25, where Jesus tells 
about the end of the world. He says to the 
good people: “I was an hungred, and ye 
gave me meat: I was thirsty, and ye gave me 
drink: I was a stranger, and ye took me in: 
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Garnie 





naked, and ye clothed me: I was sick, and ye 
visited me.” 

Mommy explained, “Jesus said that the 
good people asked how they had done any 
of these things for Him, and Jesus said to 
them, ‘Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one 
of the least of these my brethren, ye have 
done it unto me.’ 

“So you see, Garnie,” mommy said, “if we 
do kind things to others, we are doing them 
for Jesus.” 

“Oh, Mommy,” Garnie said, as a new 
thought came to her, “I see what you meant 
when you said we were entertaining some- 
one greater than an angel. It was as if we 
were entertaining Jesus.” 


The Roller Skates 
From page 14 


ing and the Christmas spirit completely. 

She turned to run from the room, but her 
father ordered, “Stop!” 

His tone was so commanding that it pene- 
trated Alma’s rage. Against her will she 
stopped. 

Taking her arm firmly, father said in stern, 
clipped words, “This is enough—more than 
enough! We've put up with your tantrums 
for the last time.” 

Alma’s mouth dropped open. She had 
never before heard her gentle father speak 
in such a way. 

Mother said quietly, “Look here, Alma.” 
She whipped the new pink bathrobe away 
from under the tree. Beneath it was a pack- 
age exactly the shape for roller skates! 

Father nodded. “Yes, Alma, those were 
your roller skates. But after your disgraceful 
exhibition of temper they go back to the 
store tomorrow.” 

Mother nodded in agreement. “Your fa- 
ther is right, Alma. You don’t deserve them 
and you shan’t have them.” 

Alma’s eyes filled with her customary 
tears. All her anger had disappeared in- 
stantly, but she instinctively knew there was 
no use to plead. She rushed to her room, sure 
that this was the unhappiest Christmas of 
her life. 

Later Alma pleaded and begged her 
mother and father not to return the skates. 
She promised never to lose her temper 
again, but nothing she said had any influ- 
ence on their calm determination. 
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Mother returned the skates the day after 
Christmas. She told a red-eyed, repentant 
Alma, “You will probably never forgive us 
for this, but we can bear that as long as you 
never forget why we have done it. You 
must learn to control your unruly tongue 
and temper before you are any older. God 
will help you, and us, but we have to help 
Him too.” 

That was the last uncontrolled rage Alma 
ever fell into. Many times she bit her lips 
until they almost bled, but she harnessed 
her temper. It wasn’t easy. It took many 
hours of loneliness, many quiet tears and 
sincere prayers, but she won. 

On Valentine’s Day Alma finally got her 
skates. But she could never look at a hand- 
kerchief or even use one—even when she 
had grown up to be a serene and happy 
woman—without remembering a certain 
Christmas morning and the hard but impor- 
tant lesson she began learning on that mem- 
orable day. 





None Came Back 
From page 6 
“Agreed.” 


“If there is an unjust war against the 
colonists, I, Chief Massasoit, will aid you.” 

“We thank you,” Governor Carver said. 

“And if there is unjust war against Mas- 
sasoit, you will help.” 

“Yes.” 

“When visiting each other, all arms will 
be left behind.” 

Governor Carver looked at 
Standish, who nodded. 

“Englishmen, take possession of the land. 
There is no one left to occupy it. The 
Great Spirit came in his anger and swept 
our people from the face of the earth. I give 
this land to you and your people forever.” 

Governor Carver gave a copper chain 
with a jewel in it to Chief Massasoit, and 
gifts of knives to the Indians. The women 
offered biscuits and butter to the guests. 

Some of the Indians tried to blow the 
trumpet. Their red cheeks puffed out and 
grew purple with effort as they tried to force 
air through the metal tube. Much to the 
merriment of the others, no one could pro- 
duce more than a squawk. As they filed out, 
one tried to take the trumpet with him. 
Captain Standish retrieved it with a smile. 

The lookout ran in a few minutes later. 


Captain 





Our Saviour Comes Again 


December 

17. Titus 2:13 The glorious appearing of Jesus 
18. Isa. 25:9 Rejoice in His salvation 

19. Heb. 10:25 Assemble together 

20. Rev. 1:7 Every eye shall see Him 

21. Matt. 24:24 Attempt to impersonate coming 
22. Heb. 10:37 Christ will come shortly 


23. Matt. 24:36 Hour or day not known 








“Their women and children have come to 
camp. They walked forty miles in one day.” 

The next morning Governor Carver gave 
Chief Massasoit a parting gift of a large 
kettle filled with dry peas. Squanto reported 
that the chief was well pleased, and said 
that the Great Spirit would smile upon the 
new people who now lived on the land 
where so many had died. 

In the middle of the next week Gov- 
ernor Carver complained of a headache 
while working in the cornfield. He died a 
few days later. 

“Your chief is gone. Will your people 
move away?” Squanto asked. 

The new governor, William Bradford, 
tried to explain. “No, we shall not move. 
Our Great Spirit bids us keep on no matter 
what the difficulties or sorrow. He will re- 
ward us in time.” 

Squanto was satisfied. 

The lookout ran down with a warning. 
“Forty Indians are coming.” 

The women, with little cries, ran to pre- 
pare food for the visitors. The Indians went 
away content. A few days later ten from an- 
other tribe appeared. A week after that a 
party of eighteen hunters brought game to 
be roasted. 

Peter listened to the worried talk among 
the women. “Yes, it’s true they bring meat, 
but that doesn’t happen every time. Our 
other supplies are running low. And we 
haven't had rain for several weeks. The situa- 
tion is growing serious.” To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the fourth quarter: "Youthful Witnesses." 


XI|—The Country Boy Who 


Became a Great Prophet 


(December 23) 


Memory VERSE: “The next day John seeth 
Jesus coming unto him, and saith, Behold the 
Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin of the 
world” (John 1:29). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read about the preaching of John the Baptist, 
in Matthew 3. Learn the memory verse and re- 
peat it each day when you do your lesson as- 


signment. 
SUNDAY 


John’s Work Foretold in the Old Testament 


Open your Bible to Isaiah 40. 


So important was the work that John the 
Baptist was to do in preparing the way for the 
Messiah that the prophets spoke about it in their 
writings. Read what Isaiah wrote, in verses 3 
to 5. 

“Anciently, when a king journeyed through 
the less frequented parts of his dominion a com- 
pany of men was sent ahead of the royal chariot 
to level the steep places and to fill up the hol- 
lows, that the king might travel in safety and 
without hindrance. This custom is employed by 
the prophet to illustrate the work of the gospel.” 
—The Desire of Ages, p. 135. 

Malachi, in the next to the last verse in the 
Old Testament, prophesied of One to come who 
would be like the prophet Elijah. He said, “Be- 
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hold, I will send you Elijah the prophet before 
the coming of the great and dreadful day of the 
Lord” (Malachi 4:5). 

Just as Elijah was sent to reprove the Hebrew 
people for their departure from the Lord, and 
to bring them back to the worship of the true 
God, so John the Baptist was sent to plead with 
the people to confess and forsake their sins and 
to get them ready to listen to the teaching of 
Jesus. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
101, par. 2. 

THINK how God always prepares His people 
for every important event that is about to take 
place. 

DETERMINE that you will study the prophecies 
of the Bible to understand the times in which 
we live. 

MONDAY 


The Angel Announces John’s Coming Birth 
Open your Bible to Luke 1. 


In the hills of Judea lived the godly couple 
who were to become the parents of the great 
prophet, John the Baptist. As we have seen in 
earlier lessons this quarter, God esteemed the 
home in which His prophets were to be raised of 
great importance. Read verses 5 and 6 and see 
what we are told about Zacharias and Elisabeth. 

Zacharias was a priest, and twice a year he 











served in the Temple. One day he was offering 
incense at the golden altar in the Holy Place 
when he felt a divine presence there. Fear fell 
upon the priest as he realized that an angel stood 
before him. He listened intently to what the 
angel had come to tell him. Find the announce- 
ment he made, in verses 13 to 17. 

At first Zacharias would not believe what the 
angel told him, for he and his wife, like Abra- 
ham and Sarah, thought themselves too old to 
have a child. He expressed his doubts to the 
angel. Read verses 18 to 20 and see what afilic- 
tion he suffered because of his doubts. 

How delighted Elisabeth was when she knew 
hat she was to have a child, especially when 
her cousin Mary came to see her. Their hearts 
poured out in gratitude to God for fulfilling the 
promise to send the Messiah and for the part 
they were to have in God’s plan. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 98. 


Tuink! Are you tempted sometimes to think 
that some of the things God’s Word says cannot 
possibly come true? 





Jesus was baptized to set us a good example. All 
who want to live as He did will ask to be baptized. 


Pray that you may trust every word in the 
Holy Scriptures. 


TUESDAY 
John’s Birth 


Open your Bible to Luke 1. 


In due time the baby was born. Read about 
the rejoicing at his birth, in verse 58. 

On the eighth day after his birth, when it was 
the custom to decide on the baby’s name, friends 
and relatives were going to call the baby boy by 
his father’s name, Zacharias. His mother insisted 
that he should be called John, for that was the 
name the angel said he should have. They turned 
to Zacharias, who was still unable to use his 
voice, and making signs to him, asked what he 
wanted the boy to be called. Read verse 63 and 


see how he replied, and then read the next verse 
and see what happened to Zacharias as he thus 
showed his trust in God. 

John’s childhood was a quiet one. He grew up 
in the wilderness, away from those who were 
given to worldliness and greed. The angel had 
commanded that he should drink neither wine 
nor strong drink, and to this he adhered firmly. 
Read verse 80 and see what we are told about 
his childhood days. 

He was not educated for the priesthood as 
no doubt his relatives and friends thought he 
should be. 

“In the natural order of things, the son of 
Zacharias would have been educated for the 
priesthood. But the training of the rabbinical 
schools would have unfitted him for his work. 
God did not send him to the teachers of theology 
to learn how to interpret the Scriptures. He 
called him to the desert, that he might learn of 
nature and nature’s God.”—The Desire of Ages, 
p. 101. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
102. 


Tuink! Have you learned to enjoy the simple 
pleasures that nature offers? 

Pray that you may learn from the things God 
has created. 


WEDNESDAY 
John’s Ministry 


Open your Bible to Matthew 3. 


Sometime before Jesus began His public min- 
istry, John began preaching. His message was 
clear, strong, and certain. Read what it was, in 
verse 2. 

John did not go to the Temple or even the syn- 
agogues to proclaim his message. He preached 
in the country where he had been brought up, 
and so great an appeal did he have that people 
were willing to leave the towns and villages and 
go into the wilderness to hear him. Read verse 5. 

The Jewish leaders, seeing the stir made by 
his preaching sent some of their number out to 
hear him and find out why people flocked to hear 
him. Read what he said to them in verses 7 to 10. 

The soldiers, tax-gatherers, and the hardest of 
men found the answers to life’s questions in 
John’s preaching. Those who showed genuine 
signs of repentance were baptized in the river 
Jordan. While many were baptized, others went 
away without taking part in the ordinance, but 
pondering his words in their hearts. Men like 
Zacchaeus had the seed planted in their hearts, 
and it came to life later when Jesus Himself 
touched them. 

All this time John never lost sight of his mis- 
sion—to prepare the way for the Messiah. Read 
what he said on one occasion, in verse 11. 

One day John looked up and saw his cousin 
approaching. “Behold the Lamb of God,” he said. 
Here was the One who had come to be a sacrifice 
for the sins of the world. 

Jesus had come to set us an example by being 
baptized. Read the story of His baptism, in 
verses 13 to 17. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
104, par. 4 to 105, par. 2. 


TuinkE! Are you bold and fearless to speak up 
for your faith? 


Pray to be fearless like John. 
THURSDAY 
John’s Work Is Finished 


Open your Bible to Matthew 14. 


Never once did John try to pretend he was 
the Messiah. Always he described himself as the 
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“Voice,” the one sent to proclaim the Messiah. 
When Jesus began to preach and draw crowds 
to Himself, some of John’s followers tried to fos- 
ter a rivalry, but John would not consent to it. 
“He must increase, but I must decrease,” were 
his words (John 3:30). He knew the work God 
had for him, and he was satisfied that he had 
done it. 

“He sought not to attract men to himself, but 
to lift their thoughts higher and still higher, 
until they should rest upon the Lamb of God. 
He himself had been only a voice, a cry in the 
wilderness. Now with joy he accepted silence and 
obscurity, that the eyes of all might be turned to 
the Light of Life.”—-The Desire of Ages, p. 179. 

Not long after Jesus began to preach, John was 
thrown into prison by Herod. Find the reason, 
in verses 3 and 4. 

Christ could have used His mighty power to 
free John, but He did not. John’s work was done, 
and only one thing more was left. The messen- 
ger of the Lord tells us what this was in these 
words: “Gladly would He [Christ] have deliv- 
ered His faithful servant. But for the sake of 
thousands who in after years must pass from 
prison to death, John was to drink the cup of 
martyrdom. As the followers of Jesus should 
languish in lonely cells, or perish by the sword, 
the rack, or the fagot, apparently forsaken by 
God and man, what a stay to their hearts would 
be the thought that John the Baptist, to whose 
faithfulness Christ Himself had borne witness, 
had passed through a similar experience!”—The 
Desire of Ages, p. 224. 

It could be possible that John was to be 
among those who were raised in the special 
resurrection at the time of Christ’s resurrection, 
for we read, “As Christ arose, he brought from 
the grave a multitude of captives. The earth- 
quake at His death had rent open their graves, 
and when He arose, they came forth with Him. 
They were those who had been co-laborers with 
God, and who at the cost of their lives had borne 
testimony to the truth. Now they were to be 
witnesses for Him who had raised them from the 
dead.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 786. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
224, pars. 1-5. 

Tuink! Are you content to do what Jesus has 
planned for you? 

Pray that your life may be as dedicated to 
God’s purposes as was John’s. 


FRIDAY 


UNDERLINE the correct answer or answers: 

Wuicu Old Testament prophets prophesied 
about the work of John the Baptist? Isaiah, 
Haggai, Malachi. 

To wHom did the angel announce the coming 
of John the Baptist? Zacharias, Elisabeth. 

Wuat did the friends and relatives think the 
baby should be called? Zacharias, John, Nathan. 

Wuat happened when Zacharias wrote that 
his name should be John? He was struck dumb; 
he received his speech. 





How was John brought up? Not to drink wine 
= strong drink; quietly in the wilderness; sim- 
ply. 

Wuat was John’s message? Repent, be bap- 
tized, look for the Messiah. 

WHEN John’s popularity decreased and Christ’s 
increased, how did John feel? Jealous; happy 
that God’s plan was working out. 

Wuo threw him into prison? The Jewish lead- 
ers, Herod. 

Wuy did not Christ help him escape from 
prison? He did not care; his work was finished; 
He wanted him to be an example to those who 
suffer for their faith. 


Review the memory verse. & € 


For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bible 
Story, vol. 7, pp. 18-22, 93-108. 





None Came Back 
From page 19 


The corn wilted. Everyone watched the 
sky, but there was no sign of rain. Still, ev- 
ery time Indian guests came, they were fed. 

Governor Bradford called for a day of 
fasting and prayer. No one left the church 
except the guards, who took turns as look- 
out on the flat roof overhead. 

The heat inside was stifling. In the eve- 
ning on the way down the hill, no one 
spoke. 

Peter climbed up to the sleeping plat- 
form. Below, Elder Brewster talked with 
his wife. 

“We must cut the food ration by half to- 
morrow.” 

“But, William, people are already faint 
from the fast.” 

“Yes, but if we are going to live at all, we 
must be satisfied to be a little bit hungry.” 

Peter lay on one side and then the other. 
He twisted and turned, and finally lay on his 
stomach to still his hunger pangs. It seemed 
to him that he had been hungry all his life. 

(To be continued) 
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Faithful Unto Death—2 








BARTHOLOMEW 
BUTCHERY 





The silence of the night was shattered by the tolling of church bells. Heavily booted 
feet tramped the cobblestone streets, and before they realized what was happening, men 
and women and teen-agers and little children were being hauled roughly from their beds 
and slaughtered in the cold light of early dawn. 

This was the beginning of Saint Bartholomew's Day, August 24, 1572. Many of the 
people of France had accepted the reformed faith taught by Luther and other great preach- 
ers. They were known as Huguenots, and because they no longer believed all that the 
established church taught, they had been persecuted. Because they said that Jesus was more 
important than Mary, because they said that the Bible, not tradition, was the guide to true 
religion, and because they said that only Christ can forgive sins, and not a priest—because 
~~ taught these things they had been bound in chains, skinned alive, or pulled limb from 
limb. 

The king of France had promised them that there would be no more persecution. But the 
pope pressured him so much that he broke his promise and secretly plotted to kill the 
Huguenots. That’s why the bell tolled in the night. The picture shows the French queen 
viewing the dead bodies in the morning. 

This terrible massacre continued seven days in Paris, then was extended all through 
the country. From twenty to thirty thousand Huguenots were brutally slain. 

The smaller picture shows some of the survivors in prison. Others managed to flee the 
country. But whether imprisoned, exiled, or tortured, the Huguenots remained true to the 
Saviour, and continued unflinching and faithful unto death. 
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